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of this. But he died of tuberculosis in the ganglions and of
deliberate overwork. When I saw him at the opera in June i
almost foretold his death. He was a worker, a madman, and
obscure both in thinking and writing, a wild enthusiast who
would have made a mess of his life even in a Utopia, and withal
a very lovable person of no real importance.
I have now written 7,000 words of the first chapter of the
novel, and am still far from the end of it. Regarding it objec-
tively, I do not see that it is very good, but from the pleasure I
take in doing it, it must be.
Nothing but rain. I walked 4 miles in 59 minutes this morning
in the rain. And this afternoon I went with Marguerite to
Moret in pouring rain. A promenade on a thoroughly bad day
in autumn is the next best thing to a promenade on a fine kte
spring morning. I enjoy it immensely. I enjoy splashing
waterproof boots into deep puddles. Now it is dark, and I
write this by my desk-lamp (after only ij pages my eyes feel
fatigue) and it is still raining on the window.
Friday, October i$>th.
Calvocoressi said that you can call a man anything in Marseilles
except * mobile *. Call a coachman a ' mobile ' and he will get
down from his box and try to Mil you. The majority of the
Marseillaise have of course no notion why they object to being
called 'mobile*. The explanation is that during the Franco-
German war Marseilles enrolled a regiment to go to the rescue
of Paris. This garde mobile got as far as Avignon where, some-
one shouting ' Prussians ', it threw down its arms and ran back
home. Calvocoressi is a native of Marseilles.
Sunday, October 20th.
A curious instance of avarice from Calvocoressi. An old lady
living in a 9,000 fr. apartment in the Avenue de la Grande
Armee, who pays two servants 150 fr. per month each in order
to induce them to stand her avaricious ways. There is a story
in this. If a piece of mutton was bought that was too much
for one day and not enough for two, she would say to the servant:
" Supposing I don't eat any to-day will there be enough for to-
morrow ?" " Yes, madame! " And she would starve. If
her son was reading the paper in the evening she would say:
" Anything interesting in the paper ? " " No, nothing special."
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